


screen dump 501-550 


Tom Corrado 


sereen dump : moving data from a computer screen 
to a printer or storage device. 


501 


You pick up breakfast curbside... at your favorite diner 
clock the high drama of lockdown 

the air... filtered... 

the reunion on hold 

mom and pop’s shuttered 

memorializing ...aday inthe life of... 

no intermission ...no meet and greet... 

From now on you will be responsible 

for carrying out what you carry in... 

When... to begin again?... 

Didn't I tell you?... Sorry, I’ve forgotten... 

It’s always this... 

not unlike a magical addendum paraphrasing 

the story line for first responders 

who by choice or chance enter the arena... 

the wherewithals having left 

with spotters of notions 

costumed for one last turn through the roundabout... 


502 


instead never happened ...it was cancelled 
along with ghosts 

of those awaiting word in six-foot bursts... 
Shout-outs are shouted-down 

the universe upended 

even metaphors... 

bobbing along with the flotsam 

as confused as the rest of us... 

struggle for how-tos... 

And you?... You insist on photo-montages 
scrambling for the high ground 

as floods wash away 

hopes and dreams and memories... 

Why concern yourself now 

over oxygen levels 

while players instagram the remains of the day?... 


503 
This mail-order thing is distracting... 


Take the other night for example 
facing blank pages... 


Rehashing the reinvestment 

when your vanities took hold and ran wild... 

You had time, yes?... 

So why worry the dictates of taste?... 

You were inclined to have no idea 

how to redistribute the silence 

that seemed to grow exponentially as you jotted down 
what you took to be future options... 


504 


The world fills with Eleanor Rigbys 

buried without funeral... without music... 
with fossilized smiles 

while looters ...making off with paper weights 
disguised as MacBook Pros 

demand compensation... 

Barricades seethe with anger... 

Your favorite things lie smashed curbside... 
The healing grows incredibly slow 

as if cells object to expending energy 

on a jalopy en route to the scrap heap... 

Oh, where have you been, my blue-eyed son?... 


505 


A warm breeze off the water 

thinks twice 

after being t-boned by the smell of the city... 
You are tempted to retreat 

to the chapter on white sand 

and blue surf 

where you have been told 

many have fled... 

There is no escape... 

Your style... like so many others... 

has been retired... 

your script redacted... 

The alleged perps last seen 

after shredding the wheels of a moving violation 
circling a roundabout... hot on the trail 

of knockor? designer face masks... 

identities are cloned... 

The plague is with us... within us... 


506 


The streets fill with consequences... and eBikes... 
and soundscapes for tomorrow’s ticket-holders 
enamored of dissonance... 

Of course the hard damage of pianos 

when in a false moment 

you reach out to blindsided razor scooters 

hoping for the next best thing... 

Inasmuch would be too much 

so we drop back ...as the water level 

ereeps upward... threats the size of the third factory... 
You recall burned-out players 

sequestered in abandoned fallout shelters... 
strings attached ... fretless necks... 

rehearsing what-was-then ... 

feeling free to take whatever... 

The cost is about to weigh in... with yet more 
incidental information disguised as nothing of late... 
You too should have been there 

in the crowded atelier... 

the underpinnings ... substantial by any stretch... 
The streets... back to the streets... yes?... 


507 


Ramifications?... What ramifications? ... 

A show of hands... palms open... 

continuing the conversation across lockdown months... 
This requires a reset... 

The script qua floorplan enough to carry you through 
until whatever phase includes feeding the flame... 
You immerse yourself in hospital beds 

tallying sheets, pillowcases, blankets... 

What happens next?... 

As if the Questioner of the Sphinx had opened 

the gates of hell... 

Remind me when the time comes... 

Cold water will be such a treat... 

followed by... noidea... 

The sound of your voice ups the ante... 

fading in and out... people checking in... 

and all that... Ive lost count... 

Look ...acat approaches... head bowed... 


508 


Margins of error plague your daydreams... 

You count to five slowly after a flash of lightening... 
welcoming the dissonance of thunder 

and you're inside an upright bass 

walking the notes... 

someone somewhere running the changes... 

Under the right ... or, maybe wrong circumstances, yes?... 
The supermarket - masked - barks out specials 

in concert with coydogs who roam the woods at night 
searching for orphans... 

cataloging drops vis-a-vis correlations 

between down time 

and the uptick in shootings 

over what some are calling The New Normal... 

But he’s not reading the reports!... 

The debriefings anachronistic... 

You wanted to pick it up from there 

but the bus stops have been decompressed 

and stuffed into clichés with little afterthought... 
And this is someone’s finest hour?... 


509 


Begging the rhetorical question is a joke you carr 

in your hip pocket to pull out in the wake of an auditionee 
soundtracked by silence in the streets... 

The humor is lost...orso it seems... 

No one wants to cross over... 

The line is drawn in the white sand... 

The problem launched ... Can nothing be done?... 
Eye-glitter duped ...and so it remains to be seen... 

Can you adjust the spectrum... 

or are we locked as well into that pattern of denial?... 
Far too many... uncatalogued... 

Why now the cups and saucers?... 

The sit-down drags on amid the fluster of angles 

spun by major leaguers... or is that too my imagination?... 


510 
Tomorrow is now that day... choked with mutations... 


monochromatic landscapes soundtracked by those 
who have missed the unfollowing underway gradually... 


This too smacks of spam... drawn slowly and all that is new... 


The numbers climb... 
Wrapped uncontrollably in festive cloth no more... 
Did you think essentials would move like languages 


through the outer regions... missing from the latest tally?... 


You bought into that too, yes?... 

Introspection is a no-no in those skimpy moments 

when all you can think about is the way it was.. 
Someone hit the override button suspiciously 

sending trailers to editors prior to 

an ever-increasing awareness that gravity willdo usin... 
You too were thrust into the mirror... 

What business of chastisement stands aloof?... 

Can you imagine beaches 

without knowing anything ...really?... 

Unrecognized priors dictate the future 

with little happenstance in their arsenal of apps... 
Notions based on fluff... what now?... 

OK, dissect the speculation put forth sans disclaimer... 
With the drum and bugle corps abandoned midstream 

the kickstart was left flopping around on the shore... 
Nothing of these toppled times but conjecture 

and far be it from anyone to suggest a workable alternative 
though that might be a tad harsh... 

You have the right to an attorney... 

as if that would make a difference... 
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The irregular dance of false starts 

with its preoccupation of place 

that engulfs the blue moment... 

the moment examined ... incomplete... 

The doors shut... 

Was there a romantic link... perhaps temporarily?... 
The ears... unbdlinking... 

as if a thrill to cease...and desist... 

You're wondering about the aftermath... 

Not sure what you're talking about... 

You know... it’s kind of like when you’re expecting delivery 
and the scene shifts with players rolling their eyes 
over costume changes that for some reason 

seem ill-advised ... ill-fitting... 


512 


Someone says the time is not right... 
Indeed, it is not the right time 

put why then are you plotting options?... 
OK, the other day after texting masked, 
socially distant experts in erasure, 

you said you had had enough 

with up close and personals... 

That the end point had disappeared... 
that there was no end point... 

no convergence so to speak... 

Wait, you saw it in which film?... 

I don’t think so... besides 

you have just handed in your grades... 
There will be no after-hours anything... 
Being dragged to the surface?... 


513 


The scene opens... the dance commences... you and not you... 
the happenstance of eroticism driving the bus... with you 
pin-spotting lexicons from the used bookstore around the corner 
where the owner’s calico eyes you from atop the rolltop 

as you page volume after volume 

trying to recapture something important that maybe got lost... 
Did you find it?... 

Did you find what you came for?... 

The tell-tale euphoria... or paranoia... whichever... 

guiding you through past’s portals 

to that mid-summer afternoon long ago 

at your favorite kettle hole on the Cape... 

the water warm clear inviting... 

Later... someone editing memories... 


514 


In the parking lot the socially distanced 

pine for anything-other-than 

grappling with returnables while practicing études 
assigned years ago by an unknown... 

You are given an assignment 

directing you into unread chapters 

which makes it desirable to a host of others... 

You struggle to keep up with notetaking... 


balancing your notebook on your knees 

while maintaining a social distance 

from inquisitors which takes you back 

to Friday, July 23, 2010 

though you don’t remember why... 

it seems everyone wants a piece of something... 
You opt for obscurity... 

Someone begins distributing broadsides 
showcasing pick-me-ups from the four corners... 
Pick-me-ups are always a treat... 

They make the trip worthwhil 

navigating the bumper-to-bumper real estate 
with boulevards thrown in... 

whenever no one is looking... 

a way to prune the edginess from the then-and-now 
which seems to be gaining speed... 


515 


Masked essentials shepherd IV Trees 

along yellow brick roads 

into medicated corridors 

where everything is amuck 

and playing it as it lays is out to lunch... 
Cats hawk BOGOs for home-schoolers 
embarking on a journey 

into the heart of darkness 

and disorientation... 

the body... at six degrees of separation 
retreats ...curbside... 

as tailors expand waistLlines in wastelands 
where fat is a conspiracy theory 
disguised asa friend... 

The last person you socially distanced 
slipped out of town 

with a new face 

and was later spotted 

on a gurney 

erusted in salt 

accessing redactions with a smartphone... 
Can you imagine?... Yes, youcan... 
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Thumbing through your narrative... bristling 


with Post-its...i find... mirrored... 

without flinching... the shouldn’ts... 

as if treading water in shark-filled surfs... categorizing 
storefronts... busywork for the them-that-got... 
without trying to interpret the world of illusions 
squeezing into your mind’s broom closet 

that lately has taken on the role of night train 

with its tell-all version of improprieties... 

You pine for the sand box’s epicenter... 

halcyon days when your footsteps left no prints 

and fellow birders 

admired the sporting look 

of your Jellies in rainbow colors... 

You removed subsequent pages 

and followed the dotted line into a backstory 

that continues to hold you with its nimble fingering... 
teasing you unconscious... 

The days arrive in a freightyard 

unpacking the unspoken until the shortlisted 

begin their departure to unsung unknowns... 


517 


A sudden intrusiveness...all well and good... 
with thoughts carjacked 

the best laid...andall that... 

Did you think otherwise?... 

Remedies are short-serving ... with prognosticians 
speculating gold fever 

doing their best to make it through to lunch 

for the day’s special 

at the top of the fifth... 

Winsome of course... 

of course he/she gets sidetracked of course 

lost amid the swirl of words 

and the vehicle of moderation again stalls midstream... 
You release yourself... 


518 


You're going on about Hidden Mothers 

in daguerreotypes and how in the masked world 
we are holding onto our own shoulders... 

tap dancing the frames... (I don’t know 

what brought this on... 


maybe the painted streets 

maybe the instructions for re-entry 

maybe the confrontations)... 

A steam train on YouTube argues a grade... 
a respite?... 

then something about dropping sand 

for traction 

as if we too could gain a foothold 

from a similar application 

and wince ourselves into a newer normal... 
The birds in the tray feeders outside 
remind me of the flying saucers 

in War of the Worlds 

the matinee my mother in her housedress 
took me to in the summer of 1953... 

Did Orson see t#is coming as well?... 


519 


Everything can compress... and eventually collapse... 
But why now on a Sunday morning 

in the frozen food section?... 

The UK mathematician who won big for unscrambling 

a nightmarish family of equations 

as if aliens were driving the bus 

is over there puzzling a shopping cart... 

You continue to fret the scale... and plow into 

a pretend cluster of stochastic analyses... 

It’s all about the math of things... the mask of things... 
the snarky randomization 

that turns the simple into the complex... 

You search through the junk drawer in your kitchen 
travel back in time 

to the unreality of your basement... 

to friends arriving and departing 

as predicted by the wonderfully seamless unraveling 
of imaginary numbers... 

You pined for an imaginary number that dewy evening 
when imbalance shadowed your footsteps 

and made you the target of indifference... 

You are sure someone somewhere wrote you up... 

the comealongs exacting their toll of inequality... 
Sharks and Orcas are behaving so badly 

they make no sense... 


520 


As if a bodega at the nineteenth hole 
intimate... edgy... unapolologetic... 


with you again... birding...again in Jellies... 


again the culmination of opposites 
almost always the same geometric problem 
wending your way... ticket in hand... 
notebook bulging with sightings 

and now the painted streets 

war zones 

confrontations with the Breaking Wheel 
trying to upend paintings 

disguised as sketches 

lines redacted 

words enough to encase them 

in six by six by six Poot cubes 

with looped recordings admitting 
wrongdoings ... misappropriations 

of the facts in the case of... 

The case in the facts of?... 

Do you trust the ramifications 

in the jetty jutting into the sounds of silence 
letting it be 

the audience altogether now reminiscing 
if you have nothing to say, say nothing... 
hamstrung by the kneejerk 

by the inconsequentials 

by the tools missing 

from the pleasure principle?... 

The knitting continues... 

A train marks the beginning 

of the middle of the night... 

It’s time to reinvent yourself... 

to reinvent your story... your backstory... 
You don’t mind the face masks... 

their discrepancies 

inconsistencies 

hypotheses ... 

There are too many issues trumping 

the syntax and semantics of line-cooks 
whipping up pre-shift staff suppers... 
You want to be a part of it... 

Again the question hacked... 


Again the question overtalked... 
But... how then should a person be?... 
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Trotting out the fully formed from the head of Zeus 

segue to the wedding 

and grampa’s comeuppance fueled by heavenly Chock full o’ Nuts 
pages torn from Freud’s Mistake Book... 

after Y¥C A The Macarena This Kagic Moment 

a téte-a-téte with intimations of serendipity ... 
Thrice-removed, yes?... 

The full-frontal of he-said she-said 

at the drive-through Golden Arches with this vegan-thing 

in pink pinafore 

then on to Storytown’s cute cropped gingerbread houses 
climbing on and up 

and before you know it you're in over your head... 

covering Lady Madonna creeping like a nun... 

pald-faced lying ...onthe bed... 

but you overlook the overheated and give it your best shot... 
tick-tock ... tick-tock ... 

while in the confessional ... the none-too-soon shrinkage 
followed py Im outta here!... 

while back at the ranch the wedding party parties on... 
splattering moments of gladness... badness... sadness... 
Someone bought the farm!... 

fessing-up to being born-again 

and you in knee-jerk mode Facebook friend him/her... 
Appropriation tell-me-a-story time: 

The noctivagant person-of-interest as tugboat captain 

charged with second-degree black belt... 

towing in the big ones... 

coached for Bernard Pivot’s Guestionnaire 

as administered by James Lipton on Inside the Actors Studio... 
What turns you on?... 

The ripple effect of Richie Havens 

arriving without suitcase making ends meet mending stockings 
on never-ending Tuesdays... 

But who pays the rent?... 

And so it goes: buttered popcorn with episodes of The Office... 


522 


You accept the role of role model for thumb-twiddlers 


amassing humdrum 

through half-closed portals... 

Visiting a somber mood 

you cross paths with ghosts 

bearing warnings from the Great Plains... 
Scavengers rip into your dreams... 


Reality augments... sights and sounds are off-key... 


Streets... unstable... 

This will be free from rul 

You embrace the freak moral logic 
of that era’s grim strays 

who seem to say: we were there... 


523 


The last time was how many years ago?... 
You called it "sperimenting,” yes?... 
Glutted with symbols of foreplay 

during socially distant close encounters 
in sidings slotted for emptiness 

you choreographed pas de deux 

to the delightful confusion of partners 
who had mistakenly thought they had signed on 
for a full semester... 

They received incompletes 

as the ordinary heaved... and morphed 
into the eerie the uncanny the berserk... 


524 


Trapped in retrospection you are 

seasoned by loss 

seasoned by disappointment 

destined for the ground... 

Your worn-out metaphors ask... 

what now?... while you...adrift in frippery... 
paddle upriver... dissecting loneliness... 
panicky ... signing a treaty with cycles of longing 
played out in brilliant one-acts... 

Your last tapes remixed: 

costumes abound 

yellowing photo albums abound 

past tenses abound... 

You become memories of sick rooms... 


525 


So it maps a geographic question mark 

in and around Dublin... 

Listen to the music... Let it wash over you... 
Jump in and bob along... ona journey 

not unlike a mind that found itsel? 

whose suicide was foiled by a flower bed... 
And s0 on... 

Because they could see I enjoyed it 

immensely 

and really what’s not to enjoy 

what's not to - as Joyce - love loves to love love... 
You immerse yourself ...in all seven levels... 
the chancier the encounter the better 

the higher the high... 

The shoe store...and the heels... 

which later - much later - 

provide a metronomic accompaniment 

following your exit stage left 

but was it right? (yes, it was right) - 

through the gift shop... 

Stay the night... 

The bread truck awaits... 

Leave them to decipher your scribbles 

and phony phone number 

a Rubik’s Cube on a Post-it 


The boardwalk as padded cell of catch-and-release... 


Impenetrable motivation leading to an At... 
For what?... 

That you emerged seemingly unscathed ... 

Yes, IT suppose, one could argue 

but to what end (a la Cicero to Catiline)... 
mayhaps, your unruly big hair 

anointing the heads of players - 

faceless extras in need of a community one-act - 
transforming them 

into twitching uniformed schoolboys... 
satchels bursting with how-tos... how-not-tos... 
stumbling home to the sanctuary 

of mommy’s milk and cookies... 


526 


There was an off-handed knowingness... 


an instability to the morning 

that ran red lights and took corners at unsafe speeds 
and yet the arrow didn’t budge 

in fact it seemed to egg on odysseyites 

who had been flown in at the last minute... 
You were landlocked with reams of paper 

and a willingness 

to map the contours of life... 

unrolling the record... smoothing it flat... 
turning autobiography into cartography 

no doubt dressed for the part 

which had been reshaped to fit the fork in the road... 
moment ...or moments... palpable... 
seemingly seamless... 

This was not about loneliness... 

the murkiness of loneliness... 

It had been written up as such 

but then a call came in from above 

and the wording was changed... 

We had no idea where you were headed 

with your thesis... put after a while 

it didn’t matter... 

There was something about the journey 

into the interior... 

something about the interior design of a mind 
that seemed to be plotting a way around... 
or better, a way out... 


527 


The history of this... fitful, spasmodic 
with a soft spot for irreverence... 

an easy mark for spit-shiners ... 
lunging, irrepressible, desperate... 
squandering any lasting claim 

to noteworthiness... 

An epic melodrama of legends of the fall 
with colorfast etchings 

recording the elementary logic 

of remorseless joy 

despite your images littered with loss... 
To confess boredom, yes?... 

Daily upticks of virtual victims... 

The spinning out of control 

and the return to humdrum 


notched with fantasies of truth or dare 
in the middle of a bridge 

spanning there to here... 

It was enough to reassume the position 
no need to feign forgetfulness 

with gestures reminiscent of decades past... 
Reach into your toybox 

and remove the circumstantial evidence 
of interiority ... 

of being you and not you 

of being here and not here 

of being then and of being now... 


528 


The talking heads in your dreamscapes 

masked and pottlenecked 

disappear into Chopin’s études 

insufficient funds barking the background 
escorting you to a misandristic moment... 

Of course you're out there with the wherewithal 
holding the key the code the answer 

in full Sphinxian getup... 

Look on my works, ye mighty,... 

Perhaps this aura brings you pleasure... 

a respite from the unsettling... such and such... 
the entire about-face shape-shifting slowly... 
slowly ... counterclockwise ...a throwback... 
time sucked into a maelstrom 

put not, yes?... 

You as supplicant... 

playing the field as it were 

ticking off ifs ands buts... 

It wasn’t enough that you knew this from the get-go... 
It wasn’t enough to shore up the rationale... 
You had to go weird-ass 

with a conglomeration to boot... 

And now the ruinous global circumstance... 


the tide wearing away the details of your sandcastles... 


your one-hundred-and-ninety-seventh attempt... 
529 


With the seating chart on hold 
it’s tough to figure out 


where the subway gives way... 

She drills a hole in the ice 

with an auger on YouTube 

eases into the water 

talking nonstop about altruism... 

an alien concept 

to the gaggle of egocentrics 

raising hell in the voting line... 

You are t-boned by snow 

as if in someone’s crosshairs... 
Backburnering the registration form 

has put the grocery list on a slippery slope... 
Tf only you had switched majors 

when the light changed 

you could have been 

a multitasking grandmaster... 

Just think of it... 

imagine a loneliness peppered with salt... 
the salt and pepper alternative 

to randomization... 

That was quite an aside, yes?... 

Do i think what?... 

Yes, funny you should ask, I do 

and hope only for the piggybacked 
smidgen of truth... 

But then of course there’s Wittgenstein 
who took a year to design the door handles 
for his sister's house in Vienna... 

It’s kind of like the Queen’s Gambit... 

eS to e4,if you will... 

Someone pulled a sticky wicket 

out of their pocket 

in the produce section 

on the security cam... 

We had all we could do not to 

break out the musical chairs... 

Everyone was masked and socially distant 
and on their way to a leveled playing field 
where the comealongs 

were first and ten... or thereabouts... 


530 


Was it that far from the mapwork... 
the insistence to get on with the cancellations?... 


A breadwinner’s dream... 

Retracing the redacted?... 

The trail muted but discernable 

and the search party hot on the tracks 
adjusting to the slippage in terrain... 
And if I’m not mistaken... in the entire 
offset bailiwick 

which seems to have fallen into our laps 
with little fortitude to boot... 

You have bent over backwards many times 
as evidenced by the plethora 

of doctoral dissertations 

microscoping your rather large conundrum... 
OK, i see no reason not to pull up stakes 
and begin yet again at square one... 

A bellwether year, perhaps?... 

Have you forgotten the first time... 

the singular devotion to the raucous 
which if nothing else 

fed the excitement that propelled you 
notwithstanding into a variety of encounters? ... 
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Crossing bridges always brings you back 

to those caffeinated moments of nocturnal visitors 
quoting Keats in the middle of REM sleep... 

at least I think it was Keats... 

it sounded like Keats...maybe not... 

This obsession with return... 

with the craze to rework the jigsaw puzzle 

as if the odd pieces on the floor 

would hold the key... the answer... 

would give you a moment of calm... 

Odysseyites have kidnapped the remains of the day 
the breakfast nook demanding a ransom 

the hounds on the scent of gingerbread 

closeted ghosts awaiting... 

You are frenzied with happenstance... 

the yellowing instructions from your past 
highlight the insignificance of tread wear... 
Can you imagine?... 

This too... kept pealing to a minimum 

during a time of splurge 

while others in the cornfield insisted on shucking 


as the morning after the morning after 
begged the question... 
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in watermelon sugar the deeds were done and done again 
as my lite is done in watermelon sugar. 
- Richard Brautigan 


The iterations in needle towers lining the streets 
trouble redundancy with their button-downess ... 
and lucrative curbs... You sought monasticism 
and safety and time off ... eschewing the chatter 
of masked players mired in the foibles 

of middle and end games... escorting regret 

at a moment’s notice ... Shocking, yes?... 

the mess of moves that arrived with the pizza... 

a meals-on-wheels sort of gig... 

about to hold forth when your bishop pinned my queen 
in watermelon sugar...and that was that... 

We could consult the tale of the tape, I suppose... 


533 


3D printing the monkeyBarr translates 
into a nocturnal emission of guilt... 
Parties party around a monolith... 
it zigzags... hems and haws... 
morphs into a two-party playdate 
with the them-that-do-not-got... 
Other monoliths spring up... 

A winter storm watch checks in 

to a no-tell motel in Houston... 

We have a problem... 

A masked man unmasks 

and is brought down... 

You tram home... disembodied... 
sidestepping Jeopardy sans Alex... 
asad entry 

into the deaths be not proud... 
What's the point of it all?... 

What makes us Tik Tok?... 

You watch the J Tawt I Taw a Puddy Tat episode 
of The Sopranos... 

Tony, Paulie Walnuts, and Silvio 


whack FBI informant 

Salvatore "Big Pussy” Bonpensiero 

on a yacht in the Atlantic 

with enough balls and whistles 

to resink the Titanic 

with tantric popsicles 

for those displaying 

their homespun compassion... 

He was one of their oldest friends... 

put he betrayed them... 

ts that it?.. Is that all there is?... 

On YouTube, a 97-year-old philosophy professor 
concludes after a lifetime of asking questions 
that there is no point... 


534 
If on a winter’s night a traveler 


enters an empty room 

and sits on the floor to read a book 
about a reader reading a book 
about a reader... 


You wake to find yourself? 

peering through the befogged glass windows 
of an old train 

steaming across a snowy landscape... 


Over and over...and over... my boys... 


Navigating a snowstorm 

in a rusted-out hulk of a car 

whose ragtop sleeps with the fishes 
is the beginning of a short story 
about you...and not you... 


You are about to empty 
your deleted items folder... 


You are about to knock on the door 
of a no-longer empty room... 


A reader reading about a reader 
looks up... over his bifocals... 


His bifocals reflect images 
which tell of 
Jost time and lost loves... 


A round-robin reunites players 

with their parts... 

The immensity of missing pieces 

is enough to enjamb the patterns on a chessboard... 


The white player is checked ... 
The remainder numbs... 


You bump it up to the next level... 

There are seven... 

You are fed a lie...and enter a funhouse 
with walls of mirrors... 

Your crinoline costume speaks in tongues... 
A tale of two... 

going up... going down... going... going... 


pack to the back to the back to the... 
In the distance... distortion... 
Tf not for distortion, then?... 


Trying to salvage the moment 
or the memory of a moment 
or the moment of a memory... 


you return to...anempty room... 
If on a winter’s night a traveler... 
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The heart at the heart at the heart, yes?... 

You knew this... 

There should have been more... 

Again, please?... 

OK, what about the empty box at the entrance to your dream?... 
That should have been enough... 

What?... 

Death rolled through... 


You escaped into the peaks and valleys of immunization... 


It’s not like I didn’t warn you... 

I don’t know... scammed and spammed shadows of FCs 
crashing Windows plug and play players 

waiting for The New Normal... 

The endgames... the betting parlors... 

iPhones aimed at unmasked stoners 

smoked out of hiding... 

The last one out insisting it would all come in handy... 
As?... 

To unlock the door to the library where you spent 

your early years perfecting the turning of pages... 
That too sparked interest... 

especially your work as barista 

preparing orders... 

serving eyes filled with anticipation and dread... 

And later the conjoinment ... fictitious yet detailed... 
while outside snow flaked and accumulated... 

Again, please?... 

Why? I don’t see the point to this... 

To what?... 

You whispering an emotion to me 

and I’m supposed to translate it 

into a facial expression?... 

There’s really no need to resubmit your application... 
No need to recolor your shapeshifting former lovers... 
pockets filled with midnight passes... 
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The why of long haulers... 

Everyone is hunkered down ...and masked 
as craziness plunders the world... 

You wake to unawares 

without notebook or pencil... 

wearing a cold... worrying compassion... 
What is the most we can hope for?... 
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You are inundated with incomprehensibles 

while stand-ins flown in for the insurrection 
make do with backyard gymnastics... 

texting backups for the inevitable underpin... 
it seems unsafe to pick up where we left off... 


the peacefulness kicked in the groin 

by known assailants sucked-in by promises 
of fields of dreams... 

Rhetorical questions hold the answers... 
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The seventh circle... violence... ugliness... 
examining the evidence... reviewing the images... 
shapes and sizes and disparities 

in what we remember (or choose to remember) 

until memorialized in the fuzziness of language... 
You think back... and experience the urge... 

For what?...Happenstance?... 

Suddenly, the labyrinth... 

They were dropped into labyrinths, you said... 
dJabyrinths of suffocation... 

of anomalies of closets filled with costumes 
balancing the compositions of others from those years... 
those far back years... 


539 


Ts it simply a question of repagination 

or a readjustment of logistics 

a tweaking of the inbetweeners 

pirated from Pixar?... 

The thrumming of errors... the backrooms of denial .. 
silenced momentarily by the ecstasy 

of Arvo Part’s Tabula Rasa... 

Walking on the beach... dipping dangling curls 

in the surf... comparing biopics 

without fear of fallout 

from clashes... or clichés ... despite 

the rampant insomnia ... however interpreted 

by different metrics... 

exemplars off the charts... 

No worries... 

The missing five easy pieces have reappeared 

and are ready for their audition 

as the chicken salad sand held between your knees... 
Have you again misplaced the script?... 

How not to undo the override... 

the misdirection way more than it’s cracked up to be... 
more than the lockdown days of COVID... 


binge-watchers glued to screens 
of two roads diverging into The Twilight Zone... 
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The graying grave of dawn plays undress 
rehearsal... costumes pretty much black... 
impossible to rock the magical mystery tour 
as the snow deepens... muffling the lines 
of odysseyites penciled in to break 

the ennui buffering ana capella... 

the religion of the flesh vaporizing 

the loneliness of cancelled trampoline Q&As... 
You enjoy the tease of a hungry eye 

the person-of-feigned-disinterest sideways 
in an eChair... your erotic other 
suspensefully suspended 

taking notes for up-and-comers 

who appreciate the coziness of UGGs 

before engaging a KenKen puzzle 

not unlike Scheherazade’s 1000th story 
wherein players applied essential oils 

to glide their choreographed arms and legs 
glistening in a mirrored room... 

The disrober again as sage... 

while in the dimly-lit hallway you play 
cat-and-mouse with the ease of a stroll in the park... 
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The disclosure clause upended terrestrial inhibitions 
carrying us through the hump day 

with its inane number of edits... 

You'll know something perfectly well 

and it will drive insinuators crazy 

with its fill in the blanks... 

It too was created by looking back... 

But don’t try that at home... 

The end point visited many times over the years... 

Now what?... Appending a blurb to the latest?... 

The past, as thick as chowder, clings 

especially when the image staring back at you is scary... 
There once was a way around... 

and its accomplices knew the ins and outs 

as well as the bluesy flatted third played in the audition... 
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The kitties have had enough of that meteorologist 
enamored of Kelvin... 

Funny but the third quarter is where it’s at 

or at best where it was... 

Shouldn't we release the system stats?... 

I mean we’re talking the second floor here, yes?... 
Those fortunate enough to read the Snellen Chart 
have a foot up on the competition 

giddily floating in acqueous humor... 

Combining a beret with lugged combat boots 

is awesome ... the ensemble filled 

with short stories of artsy types 

inhabiting cliffside villages... 

I can see a skiff? in the blue Mediterranean of your eyes... 
Let’s head into town before the snow 

for a glass of red... masked of course... 
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Why bother with the acquisition list?... 

The pixilation is out of control 

jJast seen heading north on Main... 

We can try to maintain the pretense of dumbfoundedness 
but that might backfire... 

Remember the incident with the globalists 
who insisted on pawn to queen four 

as a way into the Annuls of Memes?... 

You were always good at connecting the dots 
using that app you had introduced 

to the excavators when they were called in 
to bid on the burial mounds that you insisted 
had appeared overnight... 
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The day ... drenched in AI... opens with intermissions ... 
Someone somewhere over the rainbow perhaps 

is soliloquizing... 

This shift in paradigm is busting out of jail... 

The omniscient one... elsewhere... 

continues to worry the lightening-fast script changes... 
needless... by most accounts... 

Your text flips the conceit of strangers 


passing you around 

in the language of tractor trailers 

with assigned seats... 

Big rigs...come and go... flustered... 

idling the early morning fog... 

The ice rink looms... festooned unexpectedly... 
You will attempt a pirouette sometime today 

and get YouTube’d 


and your aside will begin... trapped in imperfection... 


It was here... yes, here... 
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The reader peering out of the lines 

of this poem filled with happenstance 
steps back 60 years 

to a wiffle ball game on a dead end street 
in an old neighborhood... 

A viewer pausing the stream 

to raid the fridge... reminds us 

that syntax creates tension... 
backpedaling on a polished surface 

as players shaking in their 

Chuck Taylor All Stars 

step up to the plate... 

It is a time of ambiguity... 

episodes tumble out helter skelter 

for analysis by anchors 

proadeast live in fuzzy black and white... 
The wiffle ball game began 

in the heat of noon 

and continued into twilight... 

Stoop sitters... with drinks... watched... 
among them long-legged Trudi 

who lived alone ina first-floor flat... 

a regular... cigarette in one hand 

Zippo in the other 

in curlers, mascara, and white short-shorts 
zippered in back 

who later slid into the back seat 

of a black DeVille 

leaving the players with two men on 

and a full count of 14-year-old wet dreams 
sucking on plastic-tipped Tiparillos 
pilfered from May’s News... 


a front for numbers 

on the corner of Hibbard and James... 
the backstory left sitting alone 

beneath the dim dead end street light... 
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In the film you return to the temple 

where an Egyptologist decodes the symbolism 
in the placement of lines in this poem... 
The dig fills with tana leaves 

for a confusion of mummification ... 

You begin counting hidden chambers 
crowding meaning off the grid 

the elements of your Honors English style 
tossed out the window 

along with friends with benefits 

at six degrees of separation 

or five degrees of freedom 

the statistics course from your first semester 
troubling you with symbols 

from the professor who wanted desperately 
to publish and perish 

after leaving academia 

for the bright lights, big city 

of Alice’s Wonderland 

where socially-distant rehearsals 

for an adaptation of King Lear in mime 
take on a life of their own with wolves 
howling silently like crazy for Cordelia... 
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It didn’t matter... the shifting of your tectonic plates 
leading to a blind alley with a blind singer with a menu... 
There once was a crooked cat 

but she skipped Chapter Three 

and held out for more... 

as if walking through a wall and resurfacing 

with the closing credits... 

IT was happy not to be there 

although I didn’t know it with the outage and all... 
It’s not unlike anything else... 

trying to fit into the costumes 

dictated by a half-eaten script 


with just enough dialogue I suppose... 

You were able back then... but now with the wearing away 
it’s doubtful that the resumption will be approved 

by the self-appointed trigger-happy usurpationists 

with their philosophy of blah 

postering remarks made in haste... 
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The rendering captured the rift quite compellingly... 

No one was being promoted 

on the breakers at all hours hoping 

for a green light 

from the series of quarantine streaming on Amazon Prime... 
Stop with the punctuation already... 

Take a moment to paint by numbers... 

Making progress despite the animosity 

in the shredded documents... 

How did you know?... 

Was it that apparent from the color-coded Venn diagrams?... 
What about that time you followed the green footprints 
painted on the floor and were forced into a toll booth 
strip-searched and released into a short circuit 

upsetting the cart comparing apples and oranges... 

Or those moments in time when foreplay was unnecessary 

yet desirable despite being blue-penciled 

and stuffed into marbled-covered composition tablets... 
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Serialization began in Anderson and Heap’s The Little Review 
on the Quaker Weaver's dime... 

A good day?... two sentences... woo-hoo!... 

Within reach ...orso it seemed... 

bespoked flatware for HCE... 

digress to the window shade 

that nearly did Trismegistus in... 

Imagining Emily’s frigate...and then some... 

Hi from brother’s brother in the weight room... waiting... 
translated from the short-short The Night Of... 

then, on to today’s virtual with open to 

as images of reps of what might have been flood the gym 
leaving odysseyites stranded in the stacks at Barnes & Noble 
paging through How Tos 

as if words could rewrite history or #is story 


deflected because Anna Plura 
espied a téte-a-téte among the free weights... 
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Produce carts drive the day ...in streets painted over 
with matte Rothkovian Black on Grey 

and someone with Ticonderoga #2s 

etch-a-sketching their way through a biopic 

streaming on Netflix for I’m not sure what 

jots notes to be archived and auctioned off... 

You appear pocketed wearing Palladiums 

insisting on retracing the backstory 

which held promise for temps forecast in the 50s... 
Indeed, spring is springing... 

Renewal advances with drum and bugle 

while odysseyites 

toes spooning mud 

enter with arms waving 

as if fist-bumping butterflies flown in for the shoot... 
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